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By Tae Hovorimty Percy CN NON SMYTHE | 


When biet/'d Fonoath fc prtromate write, 
__ Great my ater t—tao hazdous my fliglit. 


— ne vove mus, 


Hoc rim ne TANTO Carcat mil nomine charta! 
Nam quanquam antique gentis, ſupport 111 landes 
Non roa majorum contenta At gloria ſane 

Nec quætis quid qufq : ind: x ſub imagine dicat 

Sed n, — contendis vixcr Rr honores ! 


72 Jud. i. 4; H 3. 1. .. ATes., 
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1 lifp'd ! ia numbers lor the numbers came. 
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To the RicnT IHoxor als, 
Francis EARL or MOIRA. 


BARON Rawnox, &c. &c. 


Mv Lozn, - 
I. hoc' permitted by your Lordſhip 
the enviable diſtinction of dedicating 

ttheſe juvenile eſſays | to your Lord- 


| ſhip, I have to regret the deficiency 1 
ſind in myſclf of expreſſing in the man- 
ner I would wiſh, how highly L efimate 
ſuch an Hono. —— Your Lordihip i: 
above all panegyric—but the artle!s effo- 
gy ſions of my infant mind muſt derive x 


_ conſequence from ſuch diilinguiihe? 
protection, that their own merit could 

never have obtained. —Ths early period 

of Life at which they were written, wil 


I hope apologize for the numerous de- 
fects, that muſt appear particularly 
ſtriking to ſo elegant a judge 65 
pe ctical 


(wm) | 
poetical compoſition as your Lordſhip. 
It will be the height of my ambition 
to prove myſelf hereafter more deſer- 
ving your Lordſhip's friendſhip and 
the obligations I muſt ever conceive 
myſelf under to your Lordſhip for in- 


dulging me with this opportunity of ; * 
declaring thoſe ſentiments of grateful 
reſpect that have been inculcated from 
8 earlieſt infancy in the mind of him who 


has the honor of ſubſcribing himſelf | 
My Lord, 


Your Lordſhips, = IF 
Moſt Reſpedaful - 
Ever Obliged, 
And very attached 


Humble Servant, 
Percy CLINTON SMYTHE. 
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SONNET. T. 


—— — 


To che Right Honorable, the FARL ef ACA A fic; 8: 


— ſp... in orenes | | q 

In ur miſta fluun ct co uz Hof bentos - 

E. coliecta LENS Lunn | | 
| „Cl, Lau. S, . ub. . 
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The 3 deeds 5 A KA. act age, 

: When fir'd h, Cv en antic re e, 
The ein warrlor gain ' d tae pr. ge o : 
Thine anceſtry! the pri le of orm e- airs 

The a ſique lories of tay regal line— 

Can caſt no luſtre on a foul like Une, 


Nor gild a MloixA's name—witl Liz“ ter rr ie, 


Tho? thy fam'd race with a clicfains fi ne, 
The valiant rulers of the nes ſicid; 
To thee alone the vanquiſhed Heroes yield, 
: Thee, | in whoſe heart the charms of virtue jom, 
To bid the univerſe enchanted ſee— 
Tach former conqu 9 ror riſæ to life in eee ! 150. © 


62 1 


SONNET. I. FT; 
Amidſt the arms of anguiſh-ſoothing Sleep, 
Yet ſlumb' ring Fancy till renews my grief, 
Nor bids my troubled ſpirit ceaſe to weep.— 


Whilſt wrapt in bieſt forgerfulneſs around, £4: 
Her gentle bands the weary'd world encloſe— . : 
Or wake alas! to keener ſenſe of woes! 


Whilſt doom'd by ſorrow ever to complain, : 6 
My aching ſoul endures a pang each hour, 
And finks a victim to Misfortune's pow'r !— 
-- 


-C-: IF 


SONNET. III. 

Ox TAE Ruins or PkrSEPOLITS. 
Adſpice murorum moles, præruptaque ſaa 
——Piſce hinc quid poſſit 9% — ho 

| | Janus Vitalis. Efigr. Roms 
No more to deeds of high heroic fame, 
The wak'ning Harp ſhall fwell the pleaſing lay; 
Neo more aloud ſhall Iran's bards proclaim, . 
The well-earn'd triumphs of a former day! ; 


| Where erſt the ſplendor of a court had been, 

̃l be quiv ring moon beam paints the mould ring ow 'r 
The bird of night there fits and hoots unſeen, 

Sad inſtance of the—nothingi:eſs of pow'r! 


Where erſt dwelt pomp and viſionary ftate, 
And where (by Fates decree) a Monarch fate, 
The croaking Raven lords the ivy'd hall— 


How juſt an emblem of our boaſted pow , 


The ſhort-liv'd meteor of a tranſient hour ! | 
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SON N E L # IV. 


OM tenthus (da UPalcitur, omnia carpit.“ 
| : Seneca. 


—» — — eas 
— — * - 


EN Tor ar ny und king 
Cle eus voce be: ud tie Alceting hours, 
An tein Cen rp attun d the ſtzain 


Gene e 10 e {ul towers 


A an F. rs ten rau te htav'n-Hrung Lzre, 


"Wo 


v. Bere 1.0 11.8 * FF 2 n cit : OW 5 al und 


Aud e is Hens wit te Mats ge, 


i * . 0 Sr 885 ö Ell 3 ; . 4 . i und- 
read 13 . 1.20 I: Co 0:72 n S ner eM d Srau | ; 


F "ny 1 any * 1445 in! 15 An OUT |! 1 1 , | | 
DAC plan win athens vanquiſli'd foes, 
Vue 4 ein Monty tels un dulious light, 


ie firing noon the land c. pe lein Iv ſhows ! 


Yet RU 08 1foric mind Gly bs o trace 


Tue tall'n 1 INT Lito of ns ELECT: race! 17030 


(5) 


| Now from the weſt in i majeſty ſerene 
Tlie on ifs her radiance in the ſtream, 
An4.enty [tiring oer the ruſtic ſcene, 


Jilunes the filent world with ſilver ben 


Fai would * ancy e gerly ſs 
| The nz {tic Wonders oi tle lamp of night— | 
On daring pirion | ice the boundleſs ſky, 
e mw the vaſt atherial height— 


And oft the w and'ring thought has touch'd wy breaſt, | 
That with ſublimeſt joys for ever bleſt— 
In y on fair Orb the wretch no longer knows 
The bitter pang of Lites unnunibered woes N 
W hilſt the dark train cf mortal ſorrows ceaſe, 
Lxchauged for pureſt bliſs— and mental peace 
5 „ 1793. 
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SONNE T. VI. 


—Laudatur—et alget! 

9 55  Juvenal. Sat. I. v. 54. 

In vain to grace fair Wiſcom's letter d train, 
Does deathleſ; Fame entw ine the laurell d crown, 

In vain the Muſe inſpires the hallow'd ſtrain— 
Or wakes the Harp to deeds of high renown. 


In vain does Phæbus ev'ry gift beſtow, 
Or grant the melting melody of ſong— 
If chill'd for ever by the blaſt of woe 


Full many a ſorrow is he doom'd to bear, 
The taunt of Pride, and Envy's venom'd dart, 
I be fatal ſting of all deſtructive Care, 
And harſher Penury that ; naus tue heart, 
With ruthleſs fangs -und il releas d from pain 
The Soul rcjoins her kindred {kies again !— 
1793. 
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SONNE T. vn. 


— 


Quis iclix £ 


| Though pleſt with ev'ry g'ſt that Heaven beſtows 

Its bounteou: treaſures hourly we receive; 
Let -overw helm'd by never ceafing woes 

In ev'ry ſtate of life mankind muſt grieve 


Whether the Tyrant, who with boundleſs ſway 
| Ruthleſs extends his ſanguin d arms around 
Or the poor ruſtic, who each weary day, 
Toils at the ſurface of his ſcanty ground 


From the firſt hour, we draw our vital breath, 
| Onward we journey—eall'd by grief and pin, 
until at length the pale deſtroyer Death 


Heav'n is alone, the ſure the bli fall onal 
8 1 . 
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SONNET. VIII. 
„ Celique vias et ſidera ?“ 
. G-org U. 477 


Far greater than the ſhadowy ſtate of Kings, 


The futile pomp attending regal birth— 


T0 ſeek the knowledge of celeſti d th ns, 


Above the narrow limits of the earta 


To learn the cauſes of the dark'ning Moon, 
And the vaſt labours of the orb of day; 


The Eve's refreſhing ſn ade - the heat of Noon, 
The Winter's blaſt the Summer's ſcorching ray— 


| Glowing to gain fair Wiſdom's lettered goal, 
Ta ſuch purſuits tht enthuſiaſtic Soul, 


Her daring flight—unfetter'd—unconfin'd— 


In wonder tranc'd—her heavenly courſe ſhe bends 


Beyond the bound ry granted to mankind! 
* OO, 1795. 
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SONMNET. IX 


Le deathleſs bards whoſe ever hallow'd name 
Throughout each fleeting age with juſt renown 

Have grac'd the annals of recording Fame, 
And nobly gain'd, tie Poets radiant crown 


From Pindus facred haunts for ever fair, 

From where the Muſes rule the woodland ſcene 

. Attend an infant minſtrels humble pray'r, 5 
And deign to hearken to the youthful ſtrain | 


Grant that one beam of true Aonian fire = 
With ſoaring ardour, may inflame my breaſt | 
Grant tlat the Muſe my fancy may inſpire 
That ſhe with heav'nly rapture {o poſſeſt; 
Spurning the lowly bounds of Eartli may riſe, 
_ And ik ho hoy wenn of the ſkies !— 


1793- 
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SONNET. X. a 
To VIRGIL 


Imagination oft depits the ſcene = 
That Minſtrels tell—of fam'd Parnaſſus? height; 


| Whole ſacred ſprings—and groves for ever green, : 
Have oft (in fancy) charm'd mine eager ſight— 


And oft at eve, in many a raptur'd dream | 
Have I each fav'rite of the Muſe ſurvey'd ; 


Or ſeated by Caſtalia's hallow'd ſtream 


Or ſtretched at eaſe beneath ſome bow'ry ſhade— 


Thee too I faw—far—far above the reſt En : 4 
Vill firſt charmer of mine infant breaſt ! 


From whoſe immortal lamp—a thrilling ray 


Throughout my Soul with kindling luſtre ſhot— 
dann e e e 
ä theſe eyes. all V1RG1L be forgot. 15 
1795. 
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SONNET. X. 
On Taz Jewisn Carrivirr. 
Oh Judah, Judah, wretched child of woe 
| What countleſs ſorrows rend thy hapleſs land! 
Full ſore ly haſt thou felt the threat'ned blow, 
Of God's all-mighty, all-avenging hand. 


Had ye attended to the juſt command, 
. ſacred precepts cf a rigliteous Go, 
Ve had not known the chill of ſorrows wand; 
And Judah had been fill a bleſt abode. | 


Le had not wept at Babylonia's flood, 
Nor hung the wild harp on the willow's bough, 

| \ | Ye had not mourn'd in melancholy mood, 
| Full many a father brother friend laid low 


| Pure as the moon beam Judah had remain'd 


Pierc'd by no grief, by no pollution ſtain'd ! 
5 ä 3 
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SONNET. XII. 
— — 
On the Abe cf tl e a SHREWSBURY, | 


July 21ft, 1; 


In forms ecce ante oculos han Hector 


| S. n. 276. 

— 

The oloomy deathbell 2choes o'er the heath, 

The vivid lightning Vl:ſts the baneful yew, 
The boding raven ſound: the note of death, 

- Rd ex'ry gle was horror to the view— 


Methought—upriſen from « wt 0 
Pale Percy ſtood before my wond'ring bebe, 

A thouſand wounds his ſhadowy form confeſt 
The crimſon tokens of the deathful fight 


« Doſt thou the name of Percy bear he cried 
Vet tamely ſee the downfall of my fame 
Go take the harp—go tell how Hotſpur died 
« Go—fing the glories of the Percy name” 
Ere I could ſpeak—upon a Meteors flame, 
Tie Wartior Jed—I woke— *twas but a dream. 
88 ea 
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SONNE T. XIII. 
JMITATED FROM THE GREEK OF SIMONIDES. 
OTH NEP OTVAAQN rEX EH c. 
As vernal leaves that deck ſome blooming tree 
Tue days of au decline nor e er return 
Tho ſrom each j ang his Soul this day be free, 
Tue morrow's ſun may gild his recent urn— 


Such are our thoughts till Syren Hope appears, = 
Wyo bids us {till in expectation live; 1 

And whilſt we linger yet in youthful years, 
Cambines with Fancy Reaſon to deceive | 


When drooping Age —reclines his filvered head, 
How diftant is our fate - we ſtill exclaim 
When Youth deſcends to join the ſhadowy dead, 
Still on we hope—nor e er foreſee the ſame ! 
Hence ſoſt deception - hence deluſive pow'r | 
Perhaps this day, our flecting courle is o'er! 


4-4 


s O NN 7. XIV. 


—— —n— 


Suppoſed to be ritten by——— 


Without regret I view the Spring depart, 
Kor ſuffer Summer's ray to gild my heart, 

Unmov'd ſurvey brown Autunm's vary'd hue, 

Nx ſhud ler whilit the wintry waſte ] view! 


They move me not Can ſummer's ſkies impart, 
A lia inc te a clouded heart, 
Wil ſorrow late ue Autumn's dving leaf— 


Or Spring repair the ravages of griem— 


Ah no!—each ſeaſon (ill preſents to me, 

Tuc ſame unvaryed chain o!—Miucry ! 

Chear'd by no kind, no hoſſitable ray 

Dark lurid clouds obſcure Lifcs thorny way— 
Still Sorrow reigns—the nionuch of my breaſt, 
Still is my ſoul by countic!s cares poſſeſt— 
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SONNE Z. XV. 


In Lifes gay morning, ea er ancy haftes 
Yet not content, when wiidom's cup ſh- taſtes 
Still onward ſpceds the never-weary'd Soul — 


Till, !ofing fight of all ſublunar ting 
The high-born mind efſays a nobler fligit— 


To ſoar thro' heav'nly realms on ens wings, 


And view with dauntleſs eye the ſolar light— 


Bu- ah! how aſt does ſortune ſtern oppoſe. 


The loſtieſt efforts of the human mind,— 
And nip the riſing bud (f aſte refin'd— 
Full many bear Misfort::ne's huarf.ft chain, 
Or droop with Penurv's heart freezing pain, 
Or drink the bitter dre uant of cureleſs woes— 


17 | 


(0) 
SONNET. XVI. 


— 
To Txt Moon. 
'By this pale trembling beam, the Trojan lef: 
For ever leſt the hallow'd Punic ground 
The love. lorn Queen in death a refuge found 


By this fair orb, the Median pair were ſeen, | 
And the known tree, a varied bloſſom bore; 


And by the radiance of Night's beauteous Queen, - 
Their joys—their pangs—were in a moment o'er, 


By this ſweet ray, the Grecian chief defies, 
For her he lov'd the angry billow's force, 
Yon filver moon one eve beheld their joys, 


For ever changeful as thy varying ray 
Are the dark mazes of man's cheerleſs day. 


1793- 
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SONNE T. XVII. 


On Faxcy.— 

Of all the pow'rs that rule the human mind, 
And the bleſt faculty of thought beſtow, 
What wakes the Soul to rupture more refin'd, 

Or gives a keener ſenſe of bliſ— or woe—- 


Than Fancy— who before our eaper eyes 


Preſents each hour an ever changing icene— 


Bids fairy forms in ſoft ſucceſſion riſe, 


And ſwiftly glide thwart the wondering brain— 


Tis ſhe-—who glowing with unmortal fire, 


Lays nature's bleſſings open to the gaze 
Pids us to Fame's unfading wreath aſpire, 8 
And gain the verdant palm of deati leis I raiſe 
Who mid' the coral caves of Occan itrays, 
Or mounts illuſtrious to tie ſolar blaze-— 
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118) 
SONNET. XVII 
— 

Laponia's region of perpetual ſnow, | 


Where bounteous Spring her treatures ne'er renews, 


Nor Summer-ſun's—in genial kindneſs glow— 


| Where Wiſdoms hallow'd precepts droop unknown, 


Nor Science far extends her letter'd reign— 


But hoary Superſtition lives alone, 
I !be frantic tenant of the ſavage ſcene— 


Yet een perchance on this unfavour'd ſhore, 


Exiſts ſome Bard—whoſe unrefined heart, 
The muſe inflames—who tho? devoid of art, 
In native wildneſs ſtill attempts to ſoar, — 
And who were but the ſweets of Wiſdom known, 
Perhaps had gain'd the Poet's verdant crown. 


(9) 


SONNET. XX. 
J court not Fortune”s falſe inconſtant ſmile, 
Nor pine her varying favors to attain 


I pant not to amaſs the ſparkling pile 
Nor ſtrive ambitions dizzy height to gain 


I court the ſportive Muſes' vivid fire, 
And ſtill aipiring dare to hope for fame 
I pant the gifts of Science to acquire 
And fain would glow with wiſdom's hallow'd flame— 


Oh teach me then, intent on myſtic lore, 

The train of wild ideas to combine, 

Teach me, in many a wreath, with fancy gay 

The viewleſs eſſences of things t array — 

Grant me the ſtream of Poetry to pour, 

And as the Muſe's youthful votary ſnine 
5 125 _ 
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SONNET. XX. 


rarsancn. SONNE1 fith, pare fecunds. 
IMITATED. 


$e lamentar augclli o verde fronde 
Mover ſoavemente all'auta, &c. 


The d-rk leaf quiver'd to the vagrant gale | | 
And the lone wood-dove pour'd the ſtrain of woe, 
The lucid wave was gently heard to fteal | 
In echoing n:urmurs o'er the rocks below— 


Whilſt ſhe--whom Earth conceals whom Heav'n denics, 

She— the {wot hene of many a tender lay, | 
Ar ie gain in pity to my ſighs 

To cafe the gloomy train of Grief away — 


Thus the lov'd Form Sad martyr of deſpair 

« W'y thus in anguiſh pines thy vernal day 

Why ceaſcleſs {cams tie penſive tear for r me 
For me relcas'd by Death from ev'ry care 

« Weep not—to Heav'n thy conſtant eyes dire” 
And there with Laura — happier days expect 
1796. 
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SONNET. XXI 


PrTzanca. SoxvET 5:d. parte Secunda, 


IMiTATED. 


| E queſto'l nido in che la mia Fenice 
Nile Vaurate ele purpuree penne, &c, 


Her plumage glittering in the golden Eaſt, 
Here the lov'd TLœnix held her tranſient feat, 
Here tpread her purple pinions o'er my breaſt— 


As yet unconſcicus of my future fate-— 


Source of my woe! where is that ſorm dis ine 

| Whoſe angei-charn's firſt won my youthful heart. 
Lo! the dark Tomb conceals each erace of thine 
That late to me could ev'ry joy impart! 


Yet fancy {t'll delichts to linger near, 
The ſylvan ſcenes that ſaw cur ir fant love; 
For oft as Eve enwraps the ſilent grove 
] penſive pour for thee the conſtant tear— 
And as I mourning view thy lowly urn, 
gad Mem'ry bids the paſl again return! 


( 22 } 


SONNET. XXII. 
The mountain brow reflects the : bluſhing Ray 
That marks the rifno of thei ont morn, 


And mildly ſparkling mid the blaze of Day 
The Dew-drop trembles from the moſſy thorn— 


A few ſhort hours and this ſul-lunar ſphere 

No more ſhall view yon orb of cheering light 
Nor ſhall yon Sanin majeſty appear, 

To chaſe the dark ning ſhadow of the night 


so in the raorn of Life—by Hope miſled | 
The ardent youth dei ãcts each pro pect flir 
So in its Eve, when Hopes deceits are fled, 
| Oerwiclm'd by gatloring tempeſts of deſpair, * = 
He bends ſubmi ſſive to the ſorr;wing doom 
And ſinks unſriended tothe griſly Tomb— 


1795. 


SONNE T. XXII. 
Addreſſed to mv F ther on che Anniverſirs 
2 | of his But 


F : 
——— f - 


How ſtern appear the mail os of Fare 
And O how harft her ratify cw ents 

To ſee the ſad and ſu Ucring eſtate, | | 
Of Virtue and of much unneeded worth 


Dark is the gloomy drap'ry of tlie night 

When ſable clouds obſcure its filver Queen 

Dark is the Eve—waen Luna's tr :12bling light 
Turo' the dim fhrouding miit is faintly ſeen— 


still darker is the rugged pat!: affign'd 


To \:rrue 'midſt this vaſt bewildered ſcene— 
| Where 51ſt with woe—the high deſerving uind 


Neglc&cd feeis misfu tun —ioubi; keen, 
Yet let an infom Berd's propheric lays 
| Predict tae Ceriainty o. dier days / 


1795 


SO NN T. XXIV. 


„ — ᷣ -vU— — - 


IutrATED FROM n: Tamazics of SIMONIDE:, 


— — — — 


EAnIZ AE naxTAZ KAAAESIN, &c. 


Amongſt Man's frail, yet ever reſtleſs race, 
Fach feeds with Hove's d. lufive dreams his ſoul 


But ah! how ſoon docs Death with rapid pace, 


Arreſt him, e er he gain the purpos'd goal 


Some worn with ling'ring pains depart from Life, 

Or fink amidſt the black and ſurging wave, 

Some nid the raging battles furious ftrife, 
Deicend, (tho? victors) to the chearleſs grave. 


some weary of exiſtence—tir'd with Care, 


Leave willinely the joyous light of Day— 


And plung'd amid the horrors of Deſpair, 


Caſt the frail chain that bound them here, away! 


Thus cruel death deſtroys each recent plan, 
And counteraRt> the ceaſeleſs toil of man! 


V1 1 0 N. 


Written at the ave of thirteen Years. 


A Ubicunque Virtus, 


Hei Foun templum eſt. 


Juul. Buld. Od. 


I. 
My doul entrance ve in Fancy" s painted bow'r, 
A thouſand © baſeleſs viſions” pictur'd bricht 
I felt the ſoft yet all- pervading pow'r 
Ot Fancy ſte..| upon my raptur'd fight — 
. II. 
M:thougtit the muſe deſcending from the ky, 
Feftow'd on me a git, to virtue trues 
The lateut Paflions ol ma Kind to try, 
The inmoſt ſecrets of their hearts to view— 
= | 
To render Honor's form ſor ever fair, 
To add freſu radiance to her deathleſs fame, 
To hid the laurel nobleſt blofumns bear. 
And caſt a brighter ray on virtues naue 
= E. 48d 


1 


IV. 
Pleas'd with my new-zain'd magic, ſwift I go, 
Amo. ũt tae i gheſt walks of titled pride ; 
But ſoon I found fe v vircues thence to flow, 
And thoſe or worldly pleaſures caſt afide— 
V. | | 
Amidft the eltt'ring ranks of ermin'd ſtate, 
Viiive ſcem'd banifh'd or her name forgot, 
Fair it'1 and piety, had left the great, 
To ſec); a ſneker in the lowly cot— : 
. W 
One henit w:'s fir d with filthy love of gain, 
Auger, D' iſipation“ mark'd her own,” 
In one had Va ty inſtill'd her bone, 
And irom too many had fair Honor flow n- 
| =: 
Tir'd wn a power that only bade me ſee, 
The ire Ce. ning flowers to death conſign'd, 
I felt nelin'd o call @ gr from me, 
That pictur'd man ſo horrid to my mind 


Bu: 


( 27 ) 
VII. 
But yet the pleaſing hope, my ſoul inſpir'd, 
To meet ſome one deſerve an IIero's crown, 
Some heart with honeſt truth and virtue fir d 
And worthy of the meed, of high renown— 
I found my warmeſt hopes at once fulfill'd, 
In Mo1x 4's heart—for there the world muſt own, 
That— Honor had her rigid laws inſtill d,. 
And ev'ry iced of patriot virtue fown— 
Albion! no longer mourn the godlike name, 
Of Edward—Henry—or of Sidney gone, 
Another Hero has eclips'd their fame, 
And join'd the ſev'ral Warriors into—Oxz ! | 
_ ; 
Virtues too great in mortal breaſt to grow, 
Should in a Moik a's form to life be brought, 
And from his Soul with brighteſt radiance glow— 
E 2 5 80 


(- 8) 


-- Ii 
Bo highly pleas'd was I to view the height, 
Ot ſporiels excellence in human guiſe, 
| D That iwift { woke in tranſports of delight, 
| And toon the vit:on ceas d ro charm mine eyes 


vet 11 7640 virtues ever are the 1 
In real lite as br glit as in my dream 


— — — —9Übb — — 


\ FincaRE NIL Mus POTUIT Soron— | 
(Claud: Praf VI. Cans: Mo: 
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Jos, Caar. 4. Vu. 12, To 18, VensrrIeD, 


vp—— 


1 the dark viſions of the; -loomy nicht, 
M hen ile h weighs down the weary'd mortals Gght, 
A Form api cur. alone mv Ira ning ear, 
Conceiv'd its u onde r. for jade icy fear, 
Had c 4'd the pori. ls of my f*ghted eyes, 
And caus d my briſting hair ui i. nt to riſe— 
It paus d awhile— yet I could not ſurvey, | 
Stec faſt its form—t1wittly it fled aw av, 
Vet left its ima; ge j reſent to mint eye— 
_ Silence enſued—1 heurd a voice then c, 
Theſe myſtic ſounds —* Shall mortal n know mare 
„Thai, his Creat r. —or M:il Gop low' r 


1% Than that poor ear: worn Lo e angels too 
% With tolly he upb:aids—how mich more you,” 


1793. 


( 39 ) 


Jos. Cana. 14. To VER. 22. VEISsIII Sp. 
Tho' few the days unhappy mortals know, 
Still are they tinctur d deep with many a woe, 
Swift 2s the courſing ſhadow ſkims the plain, 

So ſwift we flee—nor riſe to life again, 

Soon as the flowret blooms—then droops in death, 
So ſoon muſt we reſion our parting breath 

And doſt thou then. a wretch ſo weak, ſo frail, | 
Wich thy red thunderbolts of wrath aſſail? 

For who can in fiir innocence array, 

The 2 = J Creature of a tranſient day! 

va from him Lard! nor all thy vengeance pour, 
Tu like the Save-his deftir'd toil is Oer. | 


The parent tree tho levell'd with the ground, 
Stall view its infant ſhoots aſcend around, 
Young tender branches ſhall in beauty grow, 
Aud deeper verdure, darken o'er the bough, 
The dews of Heaven fhall ofer its head deſcend, | 
And to the riſing ſtem new vigour lend, 
— Not ſo with mo tal man—he waſtes away, 
Yields up his fleeing Soul—then— where is be? Fa 


%. 


As the ful) water ſpring, er fiood dechine:, 

So man—unhappy man —in forrow pines, | 

Sinks into devth—and in the crave Cory 5, 

Till the Lit call iis trembling Soul ſhall rife 
W 0 
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T1nvLLvUs. LIS. 3. EL EG. z. 


"« Quid kt ccrlum vn imnle Te 3 
„ Bud, q: cum multi ura dediſſe prece ? 
Non ut mar mori, &c &c. 


- — — — —— 
—— — — ʒ—ᷣꝓ muk—I2—]̃ 
* 


| | — — 


— . 


1 . 


[ Why did 1 bid the ſcentc incenſe flame? | Tz 
| Why to the Gods my ſupplications pour? rl 


= Not that my riches ſhould be marked by fame, 

| Poſlſeſt of diſtant Indiz's ſplendid ore— = 

Not that my herds in many a fertile oo 
Should crop the produce of the bounteous year— 

ih Not that in tow'r ng pride he marble fane 

it Should to the ſkies its pol. ned glorics rear 

0 II. 


_ ** = * — 
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| | | | 
[ I pray'd—with ler, the jovs of vauth i» ſpend, 
And on thy br-:\t to l mv aged head, 


As io ſeck the regiansof the Dead 


—— 


IV. 

_ Can countleſs Flocks the gifts of Peace Leſicw ? 
| Can ſtately palaces affliQion heal? — 
Can Gold amals'd, aſſuage the wound of wee? 

Or can its wealthy owner ceaſe to fal! 
3 
For what avails each far extended ficld, 
Each vaſt poſſeſhon of the gau ly grcat ! 


What ci.arms can domes of Parysian marbie viel, 


* 
> wa 


" Unleſs thy fixiles the tranſ- cat bis comlete * 
N 
Not all that avaricious Souls admire, 
Net Tyrian robes wit" blazing je cel: dec, 
Not Rubies iparkling wita their brigliteſt ire, 
From Sorrow's arm can moita. man rote 
| VII. 
Then let me ill ia poverty abide-— 
For poverty with rec las power to pleat, 
With zee Ienvy not the Monue's jr de, 
Nor cares of weigh my faithful boſom ez: _ 
1 So Ari: 


A 1 
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VIII. 


Ariſe O Morn ! and with thy ſnowy light, 


Reſtore Neæra to theſe ardent eyes, 


But if again to bleſs my anxious fight, 


Her ſwift return ſome vengeful God denies— 
OE : 

Then—not the treafures of the Lydian ſhcre, 
Could render Fortune's cruel frowns forgot, 


Could make my foul endure the rigid lot— | 
Be theſe the cares of others—whilſt my fair 
Divides with me—our lim: ted eſtate, 
Be thou O Juno! witneſs of my pray r 
And ſea- born Venus from her hel wrought ſex, 
* 
But if the Fates, who rule with boundleſs pow'r, 


Swift let me ſeek the lurid Stygian ſhore, 


And end at once my being—and my pain— 


| 
| 
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PrOPERTIVS. Lib. I. Eleg. 18. ImiTATED, 


[Une cert deſert loca, & tacturna deen 
Et vacuum, &c 


Amid this gloom—this ſolitary ſcene, 
5 W here tempeſts rend the crove with ſullen ſound, 
! Alone I pour the fruitlefs fighs of pan, 
And breath my forrows to the rocks around 
If : = . 
1 1 who ſo late was monarch of thy heart, 
| Poſſeſs d of all—whilſt ftill poſſeis'd of thee, = 
| „„ 


| Say from what cauſe thy cruelty aroſe, 
R What jealous cares were mid thy boſom ſown? 
| By ev'ry pow'r that hears a lover's vows, 
Still am I true and true to thee alone— = 


| 
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IV. 
Tho ſrem tl y ſcorn, my cet ſeleſs priefs ariſe, 
Still in tliis breaſt reſentre t ne'er fall glow, 
No deed of minc with tears ſh: li dini thine eyes, 
No dark revenge ſhll tiu e tny ſoul a 
. 


Does my reęlect thy tenderneſs remove ? 


D-ſt thou uppuſe me mindleſs of thy flame? — ' 


vel; i ine>—bezr witneſs to my love, 


W hoſe oliſh'd rind records my Cynthia's name, 
VF 


For ah! how oft have I ſupinely kid. 
 Boguit alone the ſummer's lengthen'd day, 


Witt ſheker'd by your venerable ſhade, 
J fram'd to Cynthia's praiſe the ruſtic lay 
„ 


Tor me ye Gods! the ſwerts of ſoft repoſe, 


The dur ſome cave, the living ſpring ſuffice, 
And as Ir uſing view my cureleſs woes, 3 
To breathe to Nights lone bird, my plaintive fighs ! 


(0-3 
mm 
Amid the woody wild—the deſert ſhore, 
Stil! ſhall 1his taithful ert remain the ſame, 
And from ti e dau n—till Picebus' courie is o'er, 
The wood tie ſhore—ſhall ſtill repeat thy name.* 
1796. 


5 he above piece can ſcarcely be entitled an Imitation, 
_ asT have preſerved little more than the mere form of the 
| 0 iginal. ” . N P. C. 8. | 
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IMtTATICN OF SPENCER. 


Sit thoa not ſpan: ling in tlie green- woode glade, 
Tue dw drop fhoene ; fraughte with radiance brighte, 
That penile from the Pawthorne's tangled ſhade, 


Eins a vorring-tromling—quiviring lighte, 


And ſpa kleth forte in raiabowe tintes ydighte. 
Exe vet the Northern ſterne, impetuous gae, 
Peſpols its pride as would a ruſtic wighte, 
Unhecding Beau ie, with rough hande aſſ. ile, 

The lte: modeſt chorms, rale tenante of tlie vale. 


So galie glitl'ring in Liſes ecrle daye, 

Full many a yorge adventurer ſets forthe, 

Provde of his forme—his ſirengthe—his rich arraie, 

lis ranke, his weale, the glories of his birth, 

Truinkinge of nothinge but his ſingle worthe 

i tones, Alis fartune from ker darkſume cave. 

And Miſery—with Wartes hearte- biting dearthe 

Ce'rwhelm kim and kis honoures in the grave, 
Without one ; y ing ſriende, to comſorte or to fave. 

. | 1793- 
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Tur SECOND Org os Sarrab. 


$A'INETA'L MOI KENESS, Exc. 


Far happier than th' immartsl train, 


The Youth thou aſt alone 1 refers, 
By waom thy beav'nly ſores are ſcen, 
By whom thy heav'nly voice is heard— 


Twas this that on wy boſom ſcized, 


Twes tius, that ſnatch'd my Pht ax, 


For whilſt in ſpecchleꝶ rain I g' 


Each tre: mb! ng eule f ter got C chey— 


Tiroughout my Ir:bs a 
D: fuſing poiſcn eng ele, 

Cold freczing demps bedew'd my frame. 
And chill d my gonizing Soul 


Mine ears wi echiine z ſcunds were fin d, 


Scarce could I heave my panting bræaili 


And u hilt my form with horror thrill. 


I cloſed mine eyes iu feeming Geath— 


| Rarnna the Leomian* ode to Rowe, from the Garer.. 


— — 
— _ 


XA'IPE MOI P2'MA ©OTCA'THP APH'OS, &c. 


Daughter of Mars! imperial Queen, 
Thou to whole victor arin and haug ty brow, 
Thy proſtrate foes ſubmiiſive bow, 
And on the horrors of thine iron reign! 
To thee ſtern fate the awful pow'r conſign'd, 
In potent chains the billowy ſurge to bind 
To hurl thy thunders o er a thouſand lands — 
And raging urge thy crimioa'd way = 
Where Glory bids thy hardy bands 
Extend around their far commanding ſway !—- 
Thick as the fields of golden grau, 
That waving crown Sicilia's ſertile more, 
Thy conquering Sons ſal daun: pour 
The tide of war oer many a diſtant plain, 
Whilſt livid death and wild dear 
Bid ſhrieks of norror read tn echo Lin, 
And mangled chief, ſub lued beſt: e 
The ſangui aary path to Fa: ve, 
Whülſt hoſtile nations mourning rue, 
The dread conroul of Rox“ tr2meadous name! 


| I. 

As the light bird, thro' dark'ning ſkies, 

Is borne reſiſtleſs on the varying gale, 

So thro' the maze of life we bend our courſe, 
Whilſt ſtorms terrific round us riſe, | 
With raging fury and tremendous force, 

And Care, and Grief, and Pain, our ſhiv'ring forms aſſail, 

vet thro' the gloom a glowing rv; 7, .z 

Plays round the ſhrine of all commanding Fame 

Whoſe fire inflames the ardent Soul t' oppoſe, 

The band of ſublunary woes— 
To ſtem rude Danger's billowy ftream— 

And by her deeds aſſert, her high immortal claim, 

Ul. 

Whilſt mold'ring in the proudly trophied Tomb, 

The Hero fleeps—whilſt round his laurell'd head, 

Night ſpreads her dark and chearleſs gloom, 

If c'er to Virtue's kindling call alive, 
| His high exalted ſoul had foremoſt ſhone, 


(GG Amongſt 
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At lofty Glory's flame-encircled throne, 
Then ſhall he hallow'd by the path he trod, 
Caſt of his enantal Clay, and prove kimicif a Go 


Dee 
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TRANSLATION or PAT oF THE Gth 
Book or rur /EN&1D. 
——Vel quz Tyberine videbis 


Funcra ! cum tumulum præterlabère recentem 


And thou O Tyber whilſt thy ſilver wave, 
Glides by the fallen Hero's recent grave, 5 

What funeral pomp, ſlow winding o er the plain, 

W hat mourning friend a deeply torrowing train, 
Wit chou behold No youth of Latian name, 
Shall raiſe ſuch ceathleis mo uments of Fame, 
No youth deſcenced from tre Trojan line, | 
Shall with ſuch never ceaſing glory ſhine, 
O Piety, with him for ever fled, 
O former Faith, now—number'd with the dead, 
Each haughty foe in the blood- crimſon'd field, 
Shall to this godl ke Hero's proweſs yield, 
| Whether on foot the youth atc deve the deed, 

Or with ſharp ipur impel the foaming ſtced, 
Reſiſtleſs ſhall he prove Lame ted Boy, 
Could'ſt thou the ordinance of tate deſtroy, : 

: 3 The 
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The Roman realm again with joy ſhould ſee, 
Her loſt MazceLLvs riſe anew in thee. 
——The bloſſoms bear, 
Of bluſhing roſes and of lillies fair— 
To deck the Tomb, in which the youth is laid! 
| 1793s 
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Taz Moxopy or IRE MoTHER OF EUs vA vs, 


Hune ego te, Euryale, aſpicio? tune illa ſenecla 

Sera meæ requies ? &c. &c. IS 
By LEneid. ix. v. 479 to 401 

My age's comfort, and my only joy, 

Oh & it thus again I view thy face— 

O Pang or pangs— How couldſt thou then engage 

cee ne Bs gs rn 

How couldſt thou leave theſe fond theſe ſheltering arms 

ne (in war) inevitable harms— 

Thy limbs unbury d on the deſert plain, 

A prey to rutlileſs vultures now remain 

No mourning mother clos'd thy dying eyes, 

Nor in her boſom caught thy parting ſighs, 

Nor deck'd with funeral ſtate thine early bier, 

Nor bath'd thy wounds with many a pious tear. 

Nor when the ſpark of life had fled thy breaſt, 

Spread o'er thy form, the dezth-concealing veſt— 
| When 


of » 
— > al * 
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Tat veſt which every care of age beguil'd, 


Vier far, far diitant from my all—my Child! 


I wove it to cifpcl each anxious pain, 


For thee loſt youth !—but wove alas in vain. 
— # * EE 4 b 4 8 © 1 ö6ù 8 


Is tlis the ſole memoria! of my Son. 
T's gbhaſly head—O wh ther ſhall T run 


Wit foreign cilme his bleeding frame contains ? 


Wit realm receives his curſe, his cold remains? 


Was it for this that o'er the boun:le%s ſea, 

Tut dy tre waves, we bent our toiliome way * 25 
S ® * * * * * * * * * * *% 
Turn, turn on me ve hes each deatꝭ. ful dart, | 


Plant ev'ry {car amid ti throbbing hea rs 


jt Teve's terrific fehtnirgs round me zlow, 


And lau me rn to tlie realms bel ow. — 
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THEIN A'ANAPOM4 KH AETERAZXOZ k. r. A. 


Firſt 'm dſt the train Ardromache appears, 
R And bathes the Iero's foe with floods of tears— 
Her ſnowy arms around iis no fa twill, 

And thus declar'd the angi!.th of her mind 
Loſt in the flower of youth, thy fuul has fiod, 
To the deep regions of the gloomy dead. 
Whilſt I—a wretched widow, pour alone, 

O'er thy pale corſe, my una ing moon, = 

Yon infant pledge ot our affections too, 

Shall ne'er the riper Gavs of maniood view, 

For periſh'd is the chief, whoſe corgu'ring arm, 
From Troy averted each impendin harm, 
Fall'n is the man, the mighty Hero low, 

Who ſhielded Ilion from eacli hoſtile blow, 


Come. 
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Compell d, we ſoon ſhall croſs the wat'ry way. 
Of ſome rude Argive Lord, the hapleſs prev, 
Whilſt in obedience to my hated doom, 
I ply tie unwilling labors of the loom, 
Or elſe from vonder towr's ſtupendous height, | 
Some Greek may hurl us to the realms of Nights 
Whoſe aged firz—or beſt lov'd brother flain— 
Or only ſon had periſh'd on the pla, . 
Of ſome departed friend, by thee low laid. 
For firmly arm'd with more than mortal might, 
My Hector rul'd tremendous in the fight, 
Fierce were the terrors of his glitt'ring ſpear, 
That chill'd each adverſe warrior's heart with fear, 
And childleſs matrons oft in tears deplor'd, 
The deathful proweſs of my Ecctor's ſword— 
And taft thou fled to the pale ſhades below, 
And leſt me friendieſs—rich inde:4 in woe ? 
Denied alas the ſad, the ſwect ſolce, 
To claſp thee dying in a laſt embrace, 
Nor 
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Nor have I on thy parting accents hung, 

To gain ſome confort from tliy falt ring tongue, 

Soine chearing ſound to cauſe my ſoui delight, 

My joy by day—my thougiits throughout the night, 

For ever is my Hector loſt to me, 0 

Nor ſhall theſe eves aga n tue much-lov'd object fee, 
So ligh'd the confta.:t ſr-ou'e—the Matrons round, 
With fireamin; evesloud riis'd the mournful ſound, 

The Parent then o'erwhchni'@ with age and grief, 

Thus pour'd her ſorrows o'er the I ſeleſs chick, _ 

i Of all my ſons thou wert ti e molt enacar'd, 

By each immirtal Deity rever d, : 

Wyo living ſhiclded thee with h av'nly pow'r, 

Who dying guaricd ver the iatal hour, 

My c.uriren—yoy of my declining ape, 

Are now tubdued beneat.. Pulcivies r. ge, 

Some in his ſal le flips the Tyrant bete, 

To Samos or to Lemiuos rocky fore 

Yet Hector til remain'd to chear my fight 

Till mid the direful horrors of tl e ff lit 

_ He clos'd his eyes in everlaſting niglit! 

© 8 Ani 
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Had ſunk upon the field a liſele s corſe, 


O Thou— the deareſſ of my kindred train, 


Would I had periſh'd in my prime before, 
Thoſe charms ſeduced me from my native ſhore, | 
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And when my ſon beneath ſuperior force, 


Around the tomb of him whom thou hadſt ſlain, 


He dragg'd thee bleeding o'er th' embattled plain, 
| Baſe and inhuman ! could the deed reſtore, 


His friend to life? or animate him more? 

Now recently ſubdued thou lieſt here, 

Breathleſs indeed—yet beauteous ſtill and fair = 
As he who wounded by Apollo dats, = "| 


Gently and by degrees from life departs ! 
She ceas'd—around the cries of ſorrow roſe, 


To this ſad heart the reſidence of pain 
Now twice ten ſuns have rul'd the circling year, 


Each year productive ſtill to me of care, 4.1 


Since—of too many charms alas poſſeſt, | : 
The ſpecious Paris won my artleſs breaſt, 


Ye 
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Yet from thy gentle lips no ſound ſevere, 

No harſh reproof, &er ſummon'd forth a tear, 

If deck'd in rich attire ſome haughty dame 

Iniulted me o'erwhelm'd with guilt and ſhame, 

Or triumph o'er my woes with barb'rous pride, 

Kind and benign, thou badſt my ſufferings ceaſe, 

And mildly huſh'd my ſorrows into peace, 

Now griev'd in heart, on thee I weeping call, 

And curſe myſelf—the cauſe of Hector's fall) 

Deſpis'd by all, no friend in Troy remains, = 

To ſooth my ſoul, or mitigate her pain. 
e 1796. 
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Ox READING PLUTARCH's LIVES 
——— 
Written at the age of ten Years. 


Inadequate Cheroneas pride to praiſe, 


My umauglit Muſe preſents her humble lays — 
- Flitarc..! of eacli perſuaſive thought poſleſt, 
| Miſter or all that ſtrikes the buinan breaſt, 
Piutarch! to whom each winning grace is given, 
Apollo's fav'rite and the child of Heaven, 


Inſpires my Muſe to wake the grateful lyre, 


Who would not ſing hen ſuch great themes inſpire— 


When from afar 
| The blaſt of war, 
Fulmines o'er Sparta's land, 
| Trophies remain. 
| Of Heroes ſlain, 
Writ by a godlike hand— 


His Country to deſtroy, 


Th' 


A 


| — 1 indignant mind in horror ſtarts 
6 N And pity—heaves a fgh- 


' When Heroes with acted tem, 
So many thouſands lay, 
The reader drops a mournſul tear, 

At ſtern . ſway— 


* "E Sce ban Cato ſtrugeling too 
SGoainſt Rome and Freedoms for, 
| The great Aratus let us view, 
—- * S woe. 


Se plat Pilporman ths; 
Canillus baniſh'd though ſincere, 


Taught thus to prize 

The great and wiſe —- 

2 And ſhun the wicked race, 

The human mind, 

Þy him refin'd, 

S Shall ne er che ſtamp eraſe. Til 


Till natures fated courſe is o'er 

Arnd natures ſelf ſhall be no more, 
Tlutarch ſhall in the Heart exiſt, 
Aud times deſtructive hand reſiſt. 
' Outlive the wreck of every age, 
Tus Death d ſtroy with double rage. 


When other Bards ſhall ceaſe to be, 
Flis labour charms poſterity— 
And to the honour'd Sage conveys, 

The komoge willing nature pays— 
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ILxvympore Lines at the ace of twelve years, oc 
caſioned by Mr. — 


req! ul Tn: I | puctical C xculte 
tor the Author's paying orcat a:tention to 
a very old Lac | 


—— — — 


If you judge of my Fair on? by what C12 api 


She many a conqueſt has gain'd 


— 8 


For in the long courſe of ni h ſeverity years, 


Who las nut ſome Lovers obtzin'd— 


Inſtead of diſproving—you or zbt then to praiſe, 
And commend lier for cauſing mv pains— 
To think that at ſeventy ſtil. ſhe cou: 11: 1 


Sy 
And keep a eng leart in her ch. äin:.— 


(6) 


On being deſired to repeat ſome lines before Mr. 
"Gy the fo. lowiag were written extempore 
at the age | of twelve Vears.— 


The lftning Circle round the Poet form'd, 
What ſhame (till then unknown) his boſom vam 
Three times the fal'tring Muſe to ſpeak eſſay d. 
Three times upon the gale — hier accents fade — 
Wondering what ſecret thaldom chained my heart, 
What charm forbade the Muſe ber thoughts t impart 
My whiſpering Soul in humble accents aid, 
Tis C—ys preſence renders thee afraid 
But when thou ſhalt acquire a C—ys fame, 
Thou may” | diveſt thyſelf of fear or ſhame— 


WD þ 


657) 


Lines to Colonel DovI Eon his raiſing 2 ; 
Corps in Ireland ——— 


Led by Pelopidas—the Theban Pand, 

Valiant Defenders of their native land— 

With victory were ſure to cloſe the way 

With laurels terminate the well fought day, 
So ſhall my DoyLE——for talents bright renown'd 
With grateful Irclands deathleſs wreath be crown'd, | 
By nature form d his Country's laws to ſhield— 

And ſhake alike the Senate and the field #— 


. 1793. 


(8 


Lines ſuppoſed to be written by my Siſter on being 
in diſgrace with wu father—and left on his 


table to induce him to forgive her 


written at ten _vears of age 


The idle ſinole of pedantic Rhyme 


III ſuits my ſe lings at the preſent time, 


When forrow and affliction rend my heart, 
And every moment thouſand pangs impart— 
Could I to each poetic grace aſpire, f | 
Or warm my numbers with Aouan fire, | 

How would Jon nw hended knee demand, 
To bathe with ſuppliant tears a Parents hand, 

Hou ſtrong would I my little boon implore—— 

How uroe the pangs that lab ring Nature tore, 


And when at len th a pardons kindlly given, 


Mercy I'd cry———is ſure the child of Heaven. 


( 59 ) 


L'ENTustAsro. 


—— —_ 


Ye cares of it e avaunt! 
That EA but to dec ci c the reſtle: 8 mind, 
| Depart ! by me retgn'd 


: And with de luſive fancies othero haunt! ! 


As numerous as favs 
Or airy {prites that f rm their mai ic ring, 
aas cf, poets fing) 
0 er the ſmooth reen, by Dian's gentle ligh: 
1 When mid the ſiient night, | 
They Gant and gambol by her ſilver rays! | 
But come! my breaſt with en tire, 
Enthuſt aſin! now inſpire, 1 
Wiom Fancy erft in dass of vore, 
To halio d contemplati n bore, 
The Mute thy vouthful thou; his refin'd, 
And Phœ bus form'd thy daw ning mind, 
The hoary a chret— Soltude, 
The antique t: nant of the wood, 
In thy young heart was wont to pour, 
Old tales of legendary lore— 
12 


4 
F 
* 


( 6o ) 


Tne bold exploits of ꝛormer days, 


Ta: gain'd tlic ra ptur'd minſtrels praiſe ; « 4 


When iron-urm'd the dauntleſs Knight, 
Defied t. e iury of the fight, 


And zicwing with heroic rage, 


Romaatic.ily durſt engage, 


Amid tle rough and martial ſport, 

Of regal Arthur's warlike court— 

Or er thy n:ind was fill'd perchance, 
With ſolemn tales of old Romance, | 
Te Chumpion's ſtrength who durſt oppoſe, 


A: ataer'd hoſt of magic-foes— 

The Necromancer's potent ſpell, 

The giocmy dungeon's inmoſt cell, 
Where captive h ng mourn, 
From triends— from nat ve country torn. 
Come ; oddeſs come! reveal d to ſight, 
As when on Etna's flaming height, 
| Thou warm dſt the fam d Sicilian Sage“, 


Witn awful wiſdom's hallow'd rage, 


* Empedocles. 
And 


(#1 


And bads't his eager Soul explore, 
The paths of name's ſecret lore, 
When tauglu by thee his eagte eye, 
Aſpiring read the ſpangled (ky, 
And ipurn vg earth with proud diſdain, 
Enrajtur'd pierced the ſtarry reign! 
Comic Goddeis, co: e, exalt my ſoul, 
On fiery wing to wiſdom's goal, 
Lad me thro' wild and tanz led del, 
| Where nufing meditaticn dwells, 
 Iaſp're me with the ardent love, 
O dari:ſome glen, or gloomy ęrove, 
Where fairy viſions of delight, 
May gi1e beſoro chꝭ enchanted ſight, 
As erſt in many a penß ve dream, 
The hallow'd bard of Cre mlab's ſueame, 


Beheld agoin ech mighty ſhade, 


And e the viſionary dead : 


Or e me to the ſea-wern cave, 
That frowns impend ing o'er the wave, | 
Where I may take my lonely ſtand, 

To mark the billows on the ſtrand, 


oda, 


9 7 p 8 5 0 24 2 | PRES 
SO waw it 0 git wich ech! Car- 


Or view from on upenchus fi ci 
Tue vid H. h ling Kin; to deep, 
Or vatchi the ring tempel cauri, 

. ar. hola fete tre nenuous force, 
In wan the Aru. gas ia lar trics, 

But nid the yawning Ocean dies 
©: wien The ſcrvid gd of day, 
Extend around his noon-tide rar, 
Tucn toi my v earied ſorm be laid, 
Ami! the wo 4 fequet rd hade, 
V here i ung rute the ar cient ak, 
In {.;:nce {tcals the ſcanty brook, 

An on its molly marge recln'd, 
1 ent let me Cluann „n p&DEVC mind, 5 
Vith jome fret intticls I lraüng theme, 
Tun erg kad wan tlie arial ane, 

Such firms ae n Carr s fore 

My 1411 e (4 25 if vue, 
Wh every mule ctw! flrove, 

end the eld ot = love, 


With 


( 63 ) 


Wit an the hear chers dr that n 


; 


> 728 asf + * SY ! * C @ * o ++ * 
With all te Hires” air z dt, 


\ 
* 
L 
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Or—. aces Dy. £7 ons KN an 


w! hen Fer in rf le nue urn 
Specacs er n l ne e 

When Photius ud, wil chem ng He, 
The catar'd ii a u hire, 


* 


When ſinking in ite roi of, 
Hs5b: wams the HE: ies inveſe, 
And deck in cl:vcs of ru let graue, 
Tue init expiring re 108 
Then let me ich th. Wot OT 
And n ming trac? ex. | 5 
Dicer 2 PRager ert © fofhlut Cond, 
Each in lis grave fc over 114, 

Tiere read tue fim: dle e Unt 
Tio? fin ple, {Liu t“ 49 ico tru | 
That free from flatt' rns full bertatz,, 
Jaſt tells their birth and nwtlegttole Cearh® 
But when anuaſt the cl>udifs ill 

Pale Lan hangs her an; 2 on lich, 


Ars 


( 6 ) 
Ard ſhcots a ſoft and ſilver beam, 
Of liquid light athwart the ſtream, 
Then let me duly meditate, 
On mortal man's uncertaia fate, 
Who as yon planets changeful rays, 


: Now. towers aloft and now w decay] _ 
Or « elſe n my ry ſtrays, 


Thro' Clio's vaſt hiſtoric maze, 


Obſerves the heav'n deſcended flame, 


That play'd round Grecias ſacred name, 
Inſpir'd her dauntleſs Sons to dare 
The furious rage of mailed war, 


To lay the haughty Tyrant low, 


Tear the proud chaplet from his brow, 


And fir'd by Liberty's command, 
Wave her bright banners o'er the Land ! 
Let wing'd Imagination too, 
The Deeds of former Latium view, 
See each paternal pang ſubdu'd, 

By Brutus—criminally good ® 


The glories of the Fabian line, 
* Lucius Junius Brutus - 


— 


( 65 ) 


'The honors of the Manlian name, 
And Curtius crown'd with fadeleſs fame, 
Enraptur'd mark each Hero feel, 

The flame of patriotic zeal, . 
That warm d their ſouls in Freedoms cauſe, 
For Roman ſhores apd Roman laws! = 
Haply before my chan eyes, 

The {ns of other days ariſe, 

Stern warriors who with peerleſs might, 
Brav'd the rough tempeſt Hg, 
»The Chief gigantically bold, 
Who bravely dar'd in times of old, 

From Salems hallow?d walls repel 

The proud aſpiring infidel, + 

Or he in ſable terrors ſteel d: 

Who crimſon'd Creſis tented feld, 

ans o'er the Bri:iſh banner _ 

% + / X * * * „ „ * 

Ott let me too enjoy with thee, 

The heav'nly charms of poetry, OY 
* Richard, I. + Saladia, 4 Edward the Black Prince, 


(G6 3 


| Arte >. che Henin Ne 


Ti: tov if the e 5 ct 4 in, 1 * 
M len 0; an. . e A ie, 
lien! Ang At 1544949 „ve, 

In phintive foods t. t fadly ſweet, | 
Li ua tis homgnms tortur'd ſtate, | 
And clarim d u. ib :oft melodigus pow r, „ | 

Tue Dry: ds rom their fylvan bow'r— | 
And let wy wond'ring foul 2dmire, 2H . 


Tie sch notes of Milton's Lyre 8 1 
Mh ſe loſiy ſounds full mely tell, 
To brazen war of conquer'd Hell, 
(Moe ferce revelliious Chieftains yield, = 

Before tit Alnigiy's flaming ſhield,) e 
And ] cture io t 3ftonifh'd ſight, 
Tie olor.cs of il ætherial height, 


Regious above from Dæmons won, 


By Gre. d Juiiovans Victor Son. | WY 
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Octeber, I Percy CLINTON SMYTHE. 
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